JAVA

It was the 1st February of 1936. Early in
the morning I left my hed and got ready
after breakfast with my litttle
BANJOEWANGI luggage and then came to the
ferry station at about eight
and boarded a small launch bound for
Banjoewangi. We were only eight passengers.
The passage cost me one guilden and fifty
cents, The sea was calm and quiet and so it took
only an hour and half to reach Banjoewangi.
Landing there on the small wharf I proceeded
to the town and there I found my shelter
in a small Indian hotel for the day.
Banjoewangi is a small town, situated to
the extreme south of the island facing the
sea. Behind it stand a few volcanic hills. It
is inhabited by only a few thousands of
souls most of whom are the foreigners. Here
there are also some Indians who are engaged in
business, The streets are wide and metalled and on
either sides of them stand small houses which are
mainly built of wood and tiles. The town is the